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over leagues of moorland and still have the queer
salty tang in them.

Well, I had my pints at Dick Hudson's, went
through the little hole in the wall, and climbed on to
the moor, as I had so many times before and yet had
not done for many a year. It was a weekday and very
quiet. The sun was hot and seemed to smite these
uplands, bruising every blade and blossom so that
they sent out sharp odours. Once more I seemed to
be walking on the roof of England, The singing larks
only rose a little way from the ground, as if they were
high enough now. The winds came sliding or shooting
over the top, at no more than shoulder height, and
there was in them the old magical scent, earthy
enough and yet with always something of the sea in
it, that strange saltiness. Against the brown hillsides
I saw the tender green of the young bracken. There,
once more, were the tumbled rocks, floating in and
out of the great cloud shadows; the ruined byres and
the mysterious stone walls; the granite dust of the
moorland path glittering in the sunlight. I heard
again the baa-ing of the moorland sheep, like com-
plaining voices coming from great hollows. Every-
thing there was as it had always been.

Down in the valleys, among the streets I once
knew so well, they were putting up new buildings and
tearing down old ones, they were going into bank-
ruptcy or starting afresh, old men were dying and
young men were marrying, and nothing was standing
still. The life of the town was hurrying away from the